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ball ? Go your way, good Sir, but have a care lest
walking and reading in a busy street should lead to
calamity. Oh, I have watched you for many a
summer day pass this garden with your nose glued
to a book, murmuring learned annotations and
flicking away a butterfly as if it were a devil! Mark
my words, timid scholar, a time will come when a
maid will warm your heart as a bird warms an egg
in its nest. San-Lang is your name, and I am called
Pao-Yu (<( Precious Jade??). Now get you home, and
write a treatise on the impudence of women who
throw balls and who are foolishly, almost hopelessly,
romantic !3}

San-Lang, being at a loss to know what to say^
gave another profound bow, and took his departure.
He still walked leisurely, but made no attempt to*
read. He held the silk ball tightly in his hand,
peeping at it now and again as if he were looking at
a treasure not meet for the gaze of other people.

When he got home he prepared tea. He sipped
the amber-coloured beverage dreamily as he looked
out into the garden, and watched a flock of herons
flying high over a company of gnarled pine trees
till the birds were lost in the deep violet of the sky.
San-Lang was aware that he, too, had peonies in his
garden, and he thought that their perfume was the
most exquisite perfume in the world. He became
suddenly alive to the beauty of his surroundings,
and for the first time in his life he allowed his